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Few days ago, I got this email from the school 
administrators about the Annual African Cultural Festival 
coming up. Well I didn't mind being Nigerian again for the 
whole week ahead; sure how bad could it get? I am 
taciturn, so you can only imagine the whammy when I got 
another email the following the day that the African 
contingent in the school had agreed to make me the head 
of the planning committee for the festival. 

I was already having a terrible semester. Oh God take this 
cup away from me I murmured. For the ultimate good. He 
didn't listen to the pleas of His son; I figured I stood no 
chance of being relieved of this perceived burden if God 
felt it will affect people's lives positively. So I might as well 
get on with the task at hand and make the most of it. 

It didn't take long before the friend requests on Facebook 
started pouring in. Before long, we had a group on the 
same platform and I was actually connecting with people 
for the first time since I left Nigeria. We agreed to meet 
during the weekend. One week is more than enough to 
plan for their festival anyway; I thought to myself. 

I attend a small college so apart from the other six 
Nigerians enrolled; Warid was the only other African. A 
quiet exchange student from the Horn of Africa; precisely 
Somalia. He politely asked to be excluded from the 
planning, but still this tone in his voice suggested mockery. 
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He would rather attend and enjoy the event like every 
other student. Thank you Jesus, good riddance to bad 
rubbish; who was he forming for sef? I don't even 
understand why a Somalian should feel he is better than a 
Nigerian, Oyonshi! I don't know for some reason people 
constantly felt because of my introvert nature I wasn't 
brusque, Arghh! 

The horrid week was over, the weekend was here. I usually 
spent my Saturdays on my couch catching up on my 
favourite TV series and chatting up old friends around the 
world. Thanks to the festival; my whole routine was 
obliterated. Here I was thirty minutes early for the 
meeting with my diary and pen; ready to work. I knew 
Nigerians were never early for anything and I refused to 
follow my hunch and stay in for an extra hour or so. I felt a 
couple of months spent in a better society would have 
corrected this terrible mentality. I was wrong! An hour 
later I was still alone surrounded by six empty chairs I had 
carefully cleaned and arranged. My situation didn't change 
for another forty-five minutes. I was about to give up, then 
rolled in this chubby adorable guy. I had seen him a couple 
of times around campus, he just seemed so warm. He 
introduced himself and immediately we started talking like 
we were childhood friends. His name; Emeka, I felt didn't 
do proper justice to this amazing guy. Well that's just my 
opinion, his parents know best. Within the following thirty 
minutes three other people joined us. Tari came in with 
Esosa, followed closely by Edidiong. We were now waiting 
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for Ade and Dubem. They strolled in moments later; 
laughing and jesting between themselves. 

Not one word of apology uttered from any of them for 
coming late. A salvo of irate emotions deluged me. I am so 
engulfed with routine and keeping to time that it irritates 
me when I see people give no priority to punctuality. Well, 
we were ready to get underway and that's all that 
mattered. 



After just about thirty minutes of bonding, we were now 
talking like we were childhood friends. You've got to hand 
it to us, Nigerians are the most hospitable. Due to the 
short notice, we agreed to host a literary night themed, 
"What is Nigeria to you?" we would also sample Nigerian 
cuisines and the distinct and amazing Nigerian music. 
Emeka and Edidiong volunteered to prepare poems to be 
presented at the event. Esosa would write a short piece on 
Nigeria, Dubem said he had some thoughts on Nigeria he 
also wanted to share, Tari also had an experience she 
would love to tell the world, while I would round up 
everything with some notions about our motherland. Ade 
agreed to organize the food and entertainment. 

We all kept in touch throughout the week. I even hung out 
with Emeka twice; I liked him, a lot. The day before the 
event, the ladies lent a helping hand to Ade in preparing 
the food and the decorations. Finally we were ready for 
the big day. Never has so much responsibility been placed 
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on my shoulders, I was desperate to impress. I called my 
mum Thursday night, she was so happy and made sure to 
pray for me. I definitely found strength in that prayer. 

The D-day had come like we would say back home in 
Nigeria. I struggled to fit into my Ankara gown. I loved how 
it graced my curves though; I secretly hoped Emeka would 
notice. He turned up in an Etibo with black trousers and a 
bowler hat. A match made in heaven, only time would tell. 
We ran over the order of events one last time, I struggled 
to contain my emotions and focus on the task at hand. He 
was a bad influence on me, a very welcome influence. 

As the school VC gave his opening remarks over soft Naija 
RnB songs in the background. I skimmed through my notes 
again making sure I wasn't taking anything for granted. He 
talked on and on about the great resilience shown by 
African countries to bounce back after years of colonialism 
and how this strength of character is also evident in the 
lives of Africans around the world striving to make their 
marks in various fields; fighting daily odds stacked against 
them and racism. 

When he had finished, it was time for us take over. The 
group agreed that Emeka should go first; his natural charm 
and friendly demeanor would endear the crowd to us. 



Brethren of the pen 
On grounds of your noble assignment I stand 
Pardon, if I may asl< 
Can a man truly define his home? 
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Nevertheless, 
Let my pen be my advocate 
Let my heart plead its case 

Alas!!! My motherland 
Mother of the soil beneath my feet 
I salute you! 
Awake from thy slumber! 
Don't the tears from thy weeping children arouse you? 
Oh! Land of my fathers!!! 
What have thou become? 
Every day you are forced to mop up the blood of your people!!! 
Yet you remain as calm as an overfed python and watch 
As brother against brother!!! 

Brethren against brethren 
Thirst for the blood of thy own 
Each proclaiming their love for you as they strike themselves down 
Their reasons for such love can never be understood enough 

To them love is a fertile field 
Upon which they can cultivate their unnecessary wars 

Whatever cause they found worthy of their lives 
They believe was worth more than the life of others 
Something to die for, became a reason to kill for 
Destroying the legacies of our fathers before them 

Their names and great deeds 
That molded the founding blocks of this great nation 
Forever struck out from history 
Far from the yearning minds of your younger generation 

How then do we stand? 
Nowhere to firmly plant our feet. 
We have become strangers in our own land 
How can I continue to live in total fear of my brother? 
As though there was not a time we fought besides each other 
As though there was not a time we grieved & mourned together 
As though there was not a time we defended each other 
As though there was not a time we shared our happiness together!! 
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Oh!! Motlier oftlie soil!!! 
Still you lay, 
Cup in hand 
Drunk with the blood of your sons & daughters 
Your garment, once filled with glamour 
Now as rags 

Torn by the very hands of the children you bore!!! 
Your face once as radiant as the sun 
Now covered with the veil of shame 
How low have you fallen ? 

Arise my sleeping mother, I pray yee 

Lest thy children be lost 
And be eaten up by preying wolves 
Who also proclaim themselves "sons of the soil" 
For the sake of their ever starving stomachs 
Reaping where they did not sow!! 

Oh!! Mother 
Queen of the soil beneath my feet 
Land of the black Diamond 
Pick up your mantle 
Save your children from themselves, 
Lest they accuse an innocent enemy 

There was total silence in the hall as everyone listened to 
Emeka. His poem was touching and it nearly brought tears to 
my eyes. Since I read his script, I knew he still had one more 
stanza so I held my emotions in waiting to see how the crowd 
would react. 

Defend us from the vices of evil 
Lest we become victims of our greed!! 

Teach us oh!! Mother 
For if we don 't learn to trust ourselves 

Who then shall we trust? 
If my brother cannot share my burdens 
Who then can? 
So my brethren 
You ask "what is Nigeria to me?" 
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/ verily must say 
That's that dream that shows me holding my brother in a warm 

embrace 
When I know I love my brother, 
And he in turn loves me 

He deserved the standing ovation he was getting; an 
honest acknowledgement of a beautiful piece he delivered 
of a land they knew nothing about. He had found a way 
through his writing to condemn the wide spread violence 
in Nigeria. Emeka had set a very high standard for the rest 
of the evening. As he stepped off the podium I gave him a 
warm embrace; it was the least I could do, for now. 

My passion for my country is not something I am good at 
hiding. I can understand how hard it is for some to 
associate with a country that is constantly portrayed in a 
negative light by the media but not for me. I guess it has 
never fazed me how people react when I tell them I'm 
Nigerian because of what that word means to me. Nigeria! 
It means, more than a country, more than a home. 

You see, Nigeria is my family. The family I left sitting at the 
dinner table with plenty spoons, empty plates and stocked 
up barns. When I heard that almost three hundred of my 
sisters were kidnapped I cried so much I developed a 
headache. Not long after, I saw the news of the bombing 
in Abuja at the bus stop and I lost it. I watched the video 
all the while crying uncontrollably as I saw my brothers 
and sisters lying dead and lifeless on the ground. Their 
dreams and their bodies burnt beyond recognition that 
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morning. I saw the innocent blood of my siblings and their 
body parts scattered everywhere and it hurt my heart 
beyond description. 

For days after, I would go back and watch that video. Not 
because I loved to cry but I felt the need to remind myself. 
Why? Was it the guilt I felt? The guilt of leaving? I don't 
know but I went back to remind myself that all wasn't well 
and no matter how much I loved to describe the waterfalls 
and beautiful gardens, rich lands and wide rivers my family 
was blessed with, it got harder to ignore the peril with 
each passing day. 

I was deep in thought, but I regained consciousness just in 
time to ensure the flow wasn't cut off. I quickly urged Tari 
on stage to ensure we kept the momentum going. She was 
dressed in this beautiful Nigerian traditional attire. I envied 
her beautiful and proud smile. I was desperate to hear 
what she had to say. Finally she began; 

"One day, my tutorial teacher in my previous school asked a question 
in class. She asked if any of us (students) would die for our countries. 
When nobody replied, she went ahead to say that in a class she had 
tutored earlier that day, a Nigerian had given a passionate speech. A 
speech fused with strong emotions; on how he could die for Nigeria. 

All Nigerians in class immediately burst out laughing, I too laughed. 
The rest of the students had their eyes on us like we were crazy, but we 
seemed not to care. My tutor was not exempted as she starred at us 
surprised. 
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We as Nigerians in tfie class tliouglit in our minds I'm sure the same 
thing. Can anyone really die for their Nigeria? Of all countries! Some of 
my classmates (Nigerians) made statements like "am I mad?" "I never 
die for my mama finish", my classmate beside me said she can't even 
take a slap. But after a while in class I began to ponder, what it 
actually meant to die for one's country. How easy could it be? And 
what was it worth dying for one's country. This actually led me to one 
thought. I think when people do say that they would die for their 
country they do mean SACRIFICE, giving to achieve something, 
anything, even if it meant losing their lives. 



Would I die for Nigeria? No! Why? Most times those who go about 
chanting on how they would die for their country are blinded by rage, 
anger, and fear (of the unknown). Some have died with no idea what 
they died for. The popular chant 'we no go gree o! we no go greel' has 
left scores dead in Nigeria. In pursuing a goal I don't want to pull a 
trigger at myself or at someone else, hang myself with a rope or 
shoelace, or set myself ablaze. A student said if you die for your 
country, it doesn't mean things are going to change. It just means your 
life is over, and nothing more can be done. You would be more useful 
to your country alive and implementing rules than dead. 



Would I sacrifice for my country? Yes! But I don't want to be blinded 
by prejudice, religion, fear, or ignorance. I want to be free from all 
these, and be open minded. A sacrifice would definitely cost me. These 
are the things I can do for my country speak up, fight (with my pen), 
and advocate, go to jail if need be. If I die in the process I hope the little 
I would have done goes a long way. The price to pay to get Nigeria to 
the land we all dream it should be is a high one. To die? No, I want to 
see the change take place." 

She served a different yet welcome point of view. I could 
believe the excitement on their faces as they applauded 
her. She offered a brute opinion on patriotism. Her 
patriotism wasn't going to be blind belief in a failed state. 
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Esosa was next, she was a literary student. I had no fear; 
she was going to blow the crowd away, 

"I had just never felt it. As a little girl in check blue and red pinafores, I 
remember having to recite the national anthem and pledge every day. 
Sure I never saw it as abnormal! From primary school to secondary 
school, it was a morning ritual at assemblies. Well that was until I 
became an average teenager and saw "skipping" assembly as a thing 
cool kids did! 



I have never felt patriotic or passionate about Nigeria. My parents 
were born Nigerians so I am inadvertently Nigerian! That's about it! At 
16, one of my dreams came true of actually living outside Nigeria and I 
sure fell in love with the world outside Nigeria. 

I was having breakfast with my "white-skinned" friends and the news 
came up. I still remember the headlines: Islamic terrorist group; Boko 
Haram bombings in Northern Nigeria. I'd looked away as always and 
someone at the table spoke up! I cannot remember what the exact 
words where but those words were just enough to trigger something I 
hadn't felt before. Before I could even figure out what it was, I realized 
I was already in a heated conversation with the girl. 

That was the first time; the first time I'd felt something that strong for 
my country that I would defend her amidst everyone. Someone reading 
may call it patriotism, but I'd like to think of it as love because love is 
what I think Nigeria and the world at large needs. Imagine a world 
where everyone loved everyone? How beautiful and sadly fictional that 
sounds! 



Nigeria is corrupt and probably still not ranking among the developed 
countries of the world. Nigeria lacks the right leaders and ones not 
corrupted by the lust of money and power. And yes some Nigerians 
have sadly become part of those who commit the vilest of crimes under 
the guise of religion! 
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This is Nigeria and I am Nigerian. It brealcs my lieart to see all the vices 
and hear all the things gone wrong. Crying over it is never the way 
forward but shaming our leaders or the country in general isn't either! 
Sitting and doing nothing about it is a tempting prospect but would 
our consciences not judge us later on, someday. I write today knowing 
I am but one person compared to the millions of Nigerians alive but I'd 
rather be silent! I believe my country can be better given the right 
leaders and if everyone decides to make a difference in their own little 
way. The responsibility belongs to everyone and not just the presidents 
or governors! 

Never-the-less, I will not fail to write a bit more about this my country, 
my motherland. She is beautiful, blessed, big and fruitful. Nigerians are 
hardworking, intelligent and determined. I have not forgotten to 
mention the very beautiful women or handsome men my country has 
or the vast resources found within her! Or have I failed to mention to 
diversity of over 200 ethnic groups and we still function as one? The list 
is un-ending I tell you! Nigeria is a great nation and I am proud to be 
part of her! 

God bless Nigeria! " 

God bless you too Esosa! I screamed in my head. Her piece 
was nothing less than 1 expected. 

The atmosphere was fired up, and people were eager for 
more. They wanted to get to know more about this 
beautiful and platitudinous hydra headed enigma; Nigeria. 
Dubem was ready to go. The quiet ones usually know what 
to do to get the job done. We shared the same withdrawn 
nature; yet a single glimpse of him discerned perfection 
and brilliance. I had un-quantified belief in what he was 
about to share; 
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"In the words of Albert Ellis; 

- The best years of your life are the ones in which you decide your 
problems are your own; you do not blame them on your mother, 
the ecology or the president; you realize that you control your own 
destiny. 

Nigeria is the hope we do not see, the love we do not feel, the 
expectations that relentlessly elude us and the pain that we must 
experience. 

I tell you what, Nigeria is a memorandum of obvious palpable debacle, 
a fiasco waiting to detonate, catastrophe in the making, the tragedy 
about to implode and explode; whatever makes you feel better but not 
many countries have survived the travails that have hit us. 

It is somewhat easy to come out, to straighten one's shoulders, to flick 
one's hair backwards, to speak with glittering voices, to scream out 
loud that it could have been better and to stand akimbo wondering 
why exactly it isn't so, but then again, with little room for pessimism, 
we must accept that it could have been worse too. 

So while we fail to see the blessings in our sufferings, the gains in our 
pains, the hope in our struggles, the future in our bleak past and 
present and while for so many reasons, we only see the hopelessness in 
our existence, the uselessness in our bonds, and the fault in our star. 

It is worth noting that after the storm comes the shine, if you want the 
rainbow you must experience the rain and though chronic sorrow 
beautifies the night, joy comes inevitably in the morning. 

Be the change you want to see in Nigeria because if not you, who? And 
if not now, when?" 

I knew we were in for a ride but he still surpassed my 
expectations. It was a subtle call to action. Spoken like a 
true great, his speech I'm sure inspired people from other 
nationalities as well. 
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Edidiong was next; I hoped her poem would be as spot on 
as Emeka's. Walking gracefully in her Buba and Iro, she 
adorned the stage with her 'Naija Swagger" as my people 
would say. She stood for a moment looking across the 
seated crowd; to me it seemed like an eternity. Had she 
lost her cue? Or was she using some form of juju to 
enchant the eager horde. The moment she began to talk; it 
seemed like I caught glimpse of heaven; 

"You asked me a question 
And for once, I don't have one answer 
Cause maybe life isn't always 
Black and white 
Maybe, the "fifty shades of grey" 
Really does exist 

I'm failing 
At choosing a single perspective. 
Each time I start 
I see something else 

It's like a ball 
That keeps turning 
And I can't decide 
I don't know how to tell you 
What Nigeria means to me 

It's like I'm standing 

On a carousel, 
I'm facing the south 
And I feel it stop 
While nostalgia hits me hard 

Ever heard the saying 'home is where the heart is"? 
This is where mine is 

It's home 
It's where family lives 



14 



Where I am from 
It's where I started life 
Went to school 
Got taught the lessons of life 
Created my dreams 
Got crushed 
Bruised 
Had adventures 
Got into trouble 
Met the boys 
Talked about boys with the girls 

It's like my own genesis 
But best of all, it's where I was shaped to face the world. 

North, 

That's my perspective now 
All I can see 

are tears of the ones who stand in line to vote at elections 
Blood of the innocent ones who tried to live 
Broken hearts of parents who have lost their young ones to a war no 
one understands 
Corruption being passed on from generation to generation 
Violence taking over minds to the point where we kill our own 
Nepotism preventing the others from also achieving their dreams 

I see the blind leading the blind 
In hopes that they're heading to Canaan 
Tragedy is the fact that the ones who know what's actually in the 

closet 
Lie to them 
Until their conscience(s) become silent 
And they can sleep at night 

On top of piles of money 
That never got to the owners. 

The ones who are meant to grow and take over 
Don't want to work anymore 
Everyone wants a quick fix 
Money now takes the sin away 
And opens every door 
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Is it wrong to say that home is where the heart is but doesn't have the 
required qualities? 
Yet 

There's hope 
Lying somewhere in the ditch of a person's heart 
That one day 
We'll get there 
We'll be all and more than we want to be 
In time 

So what does Nigeria mean to me? 
It means the lessons learned, the dreams crushed, what pushes me. It 
means the things achieved and yet to be achieved but most 
importantly, its life; the good, the bad and the ugly. " 



Wow, she blew me away. She brought me to tears. Her 
poem inspired to be Nigerian all over again. Real, true and 
filled with belief. As she got off the stage; her carriage still 
the same; beautiful and confident. I didn't want to let go 
as I hugged her; maybe some of her out-of-this-world aura 
would spill on me. I could only hope. 

At the very last minute I had asked Ade to come up with 
something too. I had no idea what to expect from him; he 
was the most volatile of the bunch. At the moment, he had 
no choice but to deliver I thought. The first part of the 
festival was over; there was one hour break in-between to 
enable people connect, eat and dance. The joy and energy 
I felt, oh! What a day to be Nigerian. We were back 
underway; it was time to send Ade on. I must have recited 
100 Holy Maries; 
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" -A child that says his mother will not sleep will also not sleep! 

That's what my mother would always say right before flogging me. 
The western world of course is strongly against the corporal 
punishment of kids and teens even by their own parents. Well, that is 
one thing my Nigerian people did not copy; especially the Yoruba 
women. We believe that where there is no pain, there is no gain. So, at 
the slightest sign of mischief or truancy; the rod was there to set me 
straight. Even with all those painful and unpleasant memories, I have 
an undying love for my mother. 

A neutral observer would be keen to go with the western way but I 
suggest having patience before passing such a verdict because years 
down the line you will see that all those flogging and punishments 
have come through; a well-mannered and disciplined man has been 
raised and he is ready to wield his very own koboko to also set his own 
kids straight. 

I am sure you are wondering how these relates to Nigeria; Let me get 
to the point. 

Have you ever participated in a marathon or gone on a very long hike 
accompanied by others? The experience is exhausting and 
excruciatingly painful. But somehow, even though the experience 
literally runs you into the ground, draining your physical and mental 
energy reserves; knowing you are not the only one feeling the 
discomfort makes it easier for you to push on and pull through. 
Multiple new age researches prove that despite its unpleasantness, 
sharing painful experiences may actually increase social bonding and 
encourage cooperation among a group. Nigeria to me represents a 
populace that have bonded over common struggles in the past and 
present; colonialism and political oppression respectively; sharing an 
indescribable optimism in our failed state and shared heritage. Bros! if 
you are Nigerian, then no be only you waka come; na all of us waka 
come. 

There's a popular Nigerian proverb which says that, "The gods only 
hear one wish at a time, and nothing more." So on this day, I ask that 
the gods let the memories of the Nigeria I know never fade away and 
also let the Nigeria I dream of come to fore one day. It doesn't matter 
which wish they choose to answer first, I will remain happy because my 
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father taught me that hope deferred makes the heart sink, but faith is 
the substance of things hoped for but not seen, it's alright to hope for a 
better Nigeria; but I would rather we have faith in this Nigeria we see 
today because then can we appreciate her and forge a brighter path. 

I am Nigerian true and true, and when I take my last breaths I know 
where my homing thoughts will fly." 

Oh my; another wonderful surprise. His witty 
representation of Nigeria was so relieving to hear. He was 
already heading towards me for his hug. A well-deserved 
hug. 

It was time for me to face my fears; get on that stage and 
finish what I started. As I approached the stage I could see 
or rather imagine my mum smiling at me, gleaming with 
immense pride and love as her daughter was letting her 
introvert and reticent nature go, seizing the opportunity 
by the reins to show the world how she felt about Nigeria. 
What is Nigeria to me? I thought to myself again; 

"So I'll tell you a little more about my family and maybe you'll help 
justify the reason I left. To begin with, my family is so divided. We're 
always speaking but we never hear what is being said because we 
speak so many different things. So many languages in my family but 
the rarest of them is the language of love. 

To add to the irony, my family is very wealthy. We have the richest 
soils and our harvests are always blessed but some of my siblings die of 
hunger every night. Why? I wondered the same thing. I asked my 
aunties and uncles when I was younger and some of them just told me 
"all fingers are not equal" while the rest told me that it was my father 
who was secretly hiding to eat the food we had all gone to the farm to 
plant and harvest. Neither of these answers satisfied me because all 
fingers may not be equal but each still deserves to be a part of the 
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hand and as for the accusation of betrayal, it hurt too much to believe. 
I wanted to believe that we weren't being cheated by the one we 
looked up to. I was young and I trusted a lot. Little did I know that in 
this family, no one survives on trust. I have learnt that even my brother 
could be out to destroy me and it is for all these reasons I left my 
family. I wanted answers. I was looking for ways to solve our problems. 



So if you're wondering what brings my family together, it's not love, 
definitely not trust, but hope. Hope that things will get better. So when 
I packed my bag, I took my hope with me and it is for this hope that I 
am still fighting. And someday, when I've found the answers, I know I'll 
go back to my Nigeria. 

To my family that I left at supper with many spoons and empty plates. " 



The Nigeria of our dreams can only be created by you, me 
and everyone together. 

Thank you all for coming; enjoy this Nigerian night " 



